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O my poet,

Come and show it!
Come, of latest love, to glean
"Sweetest eyes were ever seen."

VIII.

O my poet, O my prophet,

When you praised their sweetness so,
Did you think, in singing of it,
That it might be near to go ?
Had you fancies
From their glances,
That the grave would quickly screen
"Sweetest eyes were ever seen"?

IX.

No reply.    The fountain's warble
In the courtyard sounds alone.
As the water to the marble
So my heart falls with a moan
From love-sighing
To this dying.

Death forerunneth Love to win
" Sweetest eyes were ever seen/7